CHAPTER X
THE doctor told Lisa that he would have to
bring on her child. Toward the end of the
month, he said.
He gave her his reasons, in which she was not in
the least interested.
"Of course you are right."
"Lady Musgrave," the doctor said enthusiastically
to Sarah, "is an ideal patient. During an unusually
trying pregnancy she has never complained and she
appears to be entirely without apprehensions.1'
Lisa said to Sarah: "Time framed.'1
The phrase made Sarah feel uncomfortable.
; The post had not come.
The days were warm, subdued and grey, lit inter-
mittently by a watery sun, shy, uncertain flowers
adventuring into the open, twigs finding themselves
with bud.
It was, Mr. Rollit observed, remarkably mild for
the season.
Spring, tentatively disentangling herself from
winter.